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	CE Adventures

With nicknames. :D

* * *

><p>"Damn, this server's rough," Vixen growled, throwing herself behind the wreckage of a crashed jet. Rifle shells ricocheted from the metal and seared overhead. She slumped down onto the cement flooring of the hanger and haphazardly tore ammo from her pocket, which she rushed to reload into her gun.<p>

She gasped as a figure tore past her and also landed on the ground beside her, and immediately raised her gun, despite it not being completely loaded. Forgotten ammo dappled the floor and rolled away.

"Whoa! Whoa! It's just me," they squeaked, raising their hands. Vixen sighed, realizing it was simply her friend, nicknamed Nemesis, and lowered her gun. While not usually on the same side in tag-team battles, they would partner up for strategy's sake.

"Dude, you can't sneak up on me like that," she hissed under her breath. He shrugged, turned around, and propped his weapon up on the jet, sprinkling shattered glass from the cockpit onto the floor. His fingers played with the trigger for a moment as if he was debating the right time to fire.

Under her helmet, Vixen blinked a couple times. "Is that a rocket launcher? How the _hell _did you manage to get that?!"

Nemesis laughed deviously, and fired a rocket at a couple Spartans at the mouth of the hanger. The following explosion sent dust and debris flying back and clouding Vixen's vision. "I got lucky," he responded finally, looking over at her through the dusty fog.

She was silent for several seconds. "How much ammo do you have left on that thing?" She asked slowly as the air began to resettle.

"Quite a bit. I only used it a couple times," he answered. "Why..?" He froze up as the barrel of a rifle pressed against his helmet. "Oh you wouldn't!" He warned loudly, daring to turn his head a little towards her.

Vixen grinned kittenishly. "War is war. Sorry about this."

Nemesis began to say something, but was cut off as his vision flickered black, and a select few words he simply despised seeing appeared at the corner of his mind.

_Respawn in 6… 5… 4…_


End file.
